"My illusions," said the young officer, "are of a very commonplace kind, not worth the echo's notice."
"Monsieur," said the officer.
"I will try my chance," said Monsieur, "and to recur to the subject of your three illusions, I will say that I think the progress of reason and liberty are certain though slow, and that there is much more of both now in the world than there was in the twelfth century."
A loud laugh ran echoing and re-echoing along the rocks. Monsieur jumped up in amazement, and Madame fell down in a swoon. Suddenly the sportsman made his appearance, and sprinkled some cold water on her forehead, while Monsieur held a smelling bottle to her nose.
"Ah! Monsieur le chasseur" said Monsieur de Virelai, "I suspect this is a mauvaise plaisanterie of yours. You have got here before us to laugh at us behind the rocks."
"Indeed," said the sportsman, "you give me credit for magnificent lungs. But I have been here before you with a less mischievous intent. My purpose was simply to invite you to a collation which I have had spread for you in a grotto close by."
This invitation was irresistible to Monsieur. Leaving the carriage and horses in [229]mia. [227]f the same thing, or something else, to-morrow. The game which I can pass the whole day in pursuing, I would
